played in a jeweller's window near the Gare Mont-
pamasse.

'Eighteen-carat gold, thick, old-fashioned links, heavy.
It has a small gold medallion on it commemorating the
Brussels Exhibition of 1901.'

He wrote it all down carefully.

'And now the pin. Monsieur.'

This was not so easy. 'Just a pin. Monsieur. A tie-pin
about six centimetres long with a small diamond about
three millimetres in diameter in the head.' I gave way to
a weak impulse. The diamond,' I said, with a self-
conscious laugh, 'is paste.3

'But the pin itself is gold?'

'Rolled gold.5

'And the box in which these objects were left?'

'A tin box. A cigarette box. A German cigarette box.
I cannot remember the brand. There was also in it two
rolls of film, Contax film. They had been exposed.'

'You have a Contax camera?'

'Yes.'

He looked at me again. CI assume that you made sure
that the camera was safe, Monsieur. A thief would get
a good price for a camera.'

My heart missed about two beats. I had blundered
badly.

'The camera?' I said stupidly. 'I did not look. I left
it in the drawer.'

He stood up. 'Then I suggest, Monsieur, that we go
and look immediately.'

'Yes, of course.' I was, I felt, very red in the face.

We went upstairs again and along to my room, I pre-
pared myself carefully for the emission of the suitable
cries of dismay and anger that would be necessary.
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